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COXPIBR!\TK, OK .JfiTIOSAL .SIN
CIDEV By Arthur Edward Stilwell.
X«w Tork: The Banker* Publishing
Cempsnjr.

Tin# i* a book of business habit.
None of the padding of long
and indirect rpeech here. Each

chapter, compact of substance
sufficient for the average vol..r>«n- aantence. the shortest cut be-

f mnr. i#> «. j

tween two points. A man. experienced
In the building of railroads, here. with

« frankness and vigor, gives his views on

the railway situation in the United States.

The book sums in a manly, patrlotjc appealfor confidence from the people and

for fair play from the lawmakers, to the

end that this, the greatest of economic
agencies, be left free to develop In the

interests of national prosperity. The supremeimmediate reed of the railways,

so this author says. Is that they an the

one hand escape dogmatic radicalism, and

that on tlia other they be encouraged by

the stimulus of protected stability. "The

very day that traffic rates are fixedly establishedfor fifteen years we would inauguratea period of the greatest prosperityour nation has yet witnessed."
Other countries, our neighbor Mexico, for

example, are glad to grant thta defined
security', confident of a rich return in
lands, opened up and settled, in employmentand products and cnrrente of commerce.there activities that so closely followthe success and prosperity of the railroads.To radicalism this writer ascribes

.--.-I" >i>n»r "Destructive
our Cfi.ri rvvi'Viiiiv u»..gi. j

radicalism started the panic of 1907. j
"There is no sane reason for the slump
In American securities: crops are nearly
norma!." and so on. Spectacular legislativeperformances have made the investor
ner\ oi:s. insecure. "Foreign inveetors
have recently withdrawn from contemn'atedpurchases of timt.llilOnt of railway i
hords." Kxpansion Is impossib'e under
these conditio! * "James J. Hill sa>s that
JUk>M>on.O<>rt needs to be expended by Americanrailroads in the next ten years. I
believe it- If some taw could be passed
calculated to overcome the distrust regardingour securities thin money could
be found here and in Kurope." The author
makes convincing reflections on the work
af railroad commissions as railroad operators.He closes with an interesting plan
for an American legion of honor, composeof men recognised a* national upholders.among whom he counts James J.
Hill. George Westlnghouse. Andrew Carnegie-men who would be of great use in
upholding and sustaining national credit
and honor and in establishing confidence.
Fvery word of this hook contributes to so

clear a business statement of a business
matter, the whole ia so quickly grasped,
so easily understood, and is. withal, so
clean an »vposure of the side of the ease
that people either do not or will not understandthat It should spread everywhere
c-j a pamphlet of public education.

BAC©\ IS SH4RKSPK %RK. By Sir EdwinT>urning-Lawrenoe. Bart., B. A.,
etc. New York: The John McRrideCompany.

1-ast week, in the day's work, there
tame to hand a study of Shakespeare.
The closing chapter of this discussed the
delusions that have, from time to time,
risen about the great poet. Among these
"delusion*" was <ounted the "Bacon controversy" Now. this week brings a
handsome, impressive volume bursting
with proofs that Ba^on Is Shakespeare. A
volume to rejoice students of medieval
type. keen, as sleuths, to scholastic error,
hot on the trail of the two-faced wickednessof words. This thoroughgoing author.handling the modern instruments
f<.r detecting literary rascality, puts the
new s on William Shakespeare/ that

"mean, drunken, ignorant and absolutely t

unlettered rustle of Stratford." Here are

original portraits, of Bacon, of Shakespeare.whereby some amazing devilry
the former passes into gn appearance of
the latter. Even the tomb of Shakespearerears to confound him. for, from
one of Its faces, bearing an efllgy of the
poet, is offered a facsimile of "the back
of the left arm" and also one of "tne
front of the left arm" whose coverings.

-.. . ..:ti i.it
any IOur-corn«rs ittiiui"iiuia wm ten ^ uu. i

mutt be of tike fabric, eyt and make. But
here. In slovenly 'prentice style, "the
front left arm" builds into the ensemble
of Shakespeare, while the back is left to
the original possessor. Bacon. There are
other facsimiles.all damning.of signatures.of title pages and inside pages, of
parts of manuscript.what not. Moreover,
the secret inte^ of that awful and portentousword. 'HonorifleabiUtudinltatibus"
uncoils in a juggernautie roll over WilliamShakespeare Beside t-.ese cryptic
nnfoldings. Lord Palmerston. Coleridge.
John Bright. Bismarck. Emerson. Whittier.Mark Twain and others of eminence
come to judgment against the bard of
Avon. To ore built for the chase the
whole is an interesting pursuit, pointed
by scholarship, acumen, industry. Most
people, however, prefer to read Shakeiapaare. Since Lord Bacon, in those fearsometimes, took such infinite pains to
ever his work.if this be his work.in

\ order to keep his own head and shoulders
In a sustaining relation to each other,
taking, in the meantime, no thought for
he fate of poor Shakespeare's head, perhaps.in this case, the compensations of
posterity belong to William Shakespeare,

WITH IX SAMOA. By TT
J. Moor*. Illustrated from photographs.letters, etc. Boston: Small.'
Ma> r.ard A Co.

Mr. Moors' book on "It. L. 3." in Samoa I
la one of the most intimate everyday
thngs that has yet been written about
Stevenson. Every known thing as well
a every imaginable one. about the philos- j

opiiv. the art. the method of this belovedman haa been shaken.* aired and
tinned over and over again. This, how

v«r.is another sort of revelation, a
dally doermep acquaintance, full of personalthings.appearance, moods, mannan,what he said upon this occasion,
what he did upon that one. And the reader
Is getting juat what he wants here,
that is. he is getting closer and closer to
Stevenson. He. too. as it were, sits on
the doorstep with the rest, laughing at
this pagan man going about barefoot and
in ebirt sleeves. To see him get mad and
thrash around and swear, like anybody
else, is worth while. To be able to complainof him with the other neighbors
when he so persistently and noisily tries J
to learn the flute, is an experience. To
see the mes* he makes of money matters
and the beautiful simplicity with which !
he collaborate* with IJoyd Osborne and
"Fanny." not seeming to know that there |
were very real reasons why he should '
not do this.all these things make s very
valuable addition to our friendship for
the man. The author gives much, perhapsovermuch, of Samoan political life.
Yet. this. too. is an Indirect light on Stevenson.At the last, he draws a poetie
ar.d mournful picture.really an appeal.
of a lonely, neglected, tangled grave on
the summit of Mount Vaca. The tomb,
built by devoted Samoant. bears on one
face, in native character#, '"The Tomb of
Tusdtala." and on it« eastern face Stevenson'striumphant death sor.g.

'inder rlje aide and Starr.* sl.r
If t tbe erarc ard let jn* die.
t.lad did I lire and fladle die,
And I laid me down with a will.

Tlll« hF fho TAll fffll# fe r rr. *

n»r» lie* where be landed to te;
Home I* the Bailor, borne from tea.
And the hunter bone from the hlU."

4>\CE. By John Matter. New York:
Henry Holt & Co.

Maybe yoy will not believe this story,
but it is true.
In a little prefatory note.which this

particular reader did not catch at all
till some time after the book had been
read fand this is the strain on jour crcd'jUty>.theauthor quotes one man and
a'ludes gratefully to another one. These
two men are Robert T.ouis Stevenson and
Kenneth Grahame. Now, ail along the
reading of this book, two men, besides
tho author kept us company.and they

^ were the very two men of the foreword,
k Ho many times in it, this good touch

ers wonderful pictures of the roor ^>f t!
Paris. with a. beautiful ministering p
church ever at hand, pictures of soul ex- a

perienres. of its triumphs and defeats, ti
The whole seems ao simple and even a n

tale that its consummate art appears r.<

only when one stands off and reflects c<

upon it. hi
it#

MASTER OF THE VINEYARD. By M?r- pi
tie Reed, author of "lavender and w
Old Lace," ate. New York: O. P. it
Putnam's Sons. ! c<

tlAccording to the schoolmaster, litera-
tur# separates broadly into fact and fle- j,
tion. Oirr present psychic activity, how- a
ever, with great possibilities brooding' c<

close, is producing a hybrid species', fact ^
and supcrfact combined.or fiction and.
superfiction. if vou please. Myrtle Reed's g
new book Is one of thta sort. One ma»j tl
and two wometi here evolve a double love F

IP~¥
with children, this never having gotten I
amay from their fun and play, this way
of !oo|(ihg at things as children do and
talking about them as they do, brought
flrat one and than the other of these two
writers to the reader's elbow in whim-
si>-el. rhurkling delight over the matter,
That ia what we think about the book. i

THE HAMMER. By Rene Bazin, authorof "The Nun." etc. New York: i
Charles Scrlbner's Sons. Washing-,
ton: Brentane'a.

In a atory of French and English familylife Rene Baaip here pictures the
quest of the soul for those things of
which it, while on earth, stands In need.
The hero of this spiritual adventure Is
a yeung Englishman, born and bred and
steeped as such. The path of his search
lies along the way of the poor, the sick,
the outcast, for the sources of their sue-
cor and hope. This leads him in completeconviction and self-renunciation, at
the last, into the Romish faith. The author'sart makes a very strong and beautifulstory cf this not uncommon personalstruggle with the spirit. Bazin has
a rare gift of pprtrayal. This story covS>

S>
MUCH interest is being manifestedin the approach of the CorcoranGallery's third biennial
exhibition of oil paintings by
living American artists, which

will open in December. This may seem
some time ahead, but the feet thet withinthe past few days the paintings by
American artists residing in Paris, hjtendedfor this exhibition, were shipped j
from France, indicates that the time is at
hand. The fact is that all pictures sub- 1
mitted to the jury of selection must be
entered by November 8, though they need
not he delivered before the 24th at the
gallery. Every effort ia being made to
Insure a high standard for the exhibition,
th» best works of the leading painters be-
ing specially invited.
Mr. Richard N. Brooke, the president of

the Society of Washington Artists and the
vice principal of the Corcoran School,
who has had large experience in such
matters, is at present visiting artists'
studios in Philadelphia. New Tork and
Boston. Mr. Mlnnegerode. assistant directorof tha Corcoran Gallery, has.
moreever. been in Chicago this week on
somewhat a similar srrand, visiting the
Chicago Art Institute and viewing its annualexhibition, which will close in time
for many ef the exhibits to come here.
All of this gives reason for bellaf that
the exhibition will be most notable.

*
'

A COLLECTION of work done by the
Students of the Pennsvlvanla. Acad-

emy of Fine Arts has been on exhibition
this week In the hemicyele hall of the CorcoranGallery. This collection was securedthrough the American Federation of
Arts, which has Its bead office in this city,
and Included drawings and paintings. It;
represents work done In the antique, life, I
portrait, still life and composition classes, {and admirably illustrates methods of In-'
struction. Some of the exhibits are well
up to the professional standard and all
are virile and impressive.
To be sure it is picked work, the best,

probably, which has been produced in the
several classes, but even so it is very

| THE TAMING C
WEST

BY FRANC
(Copyright, lttO. by CI

CHAPTER Vili..Continued.
Lidgerwood sat back In his chair and

smiled.
"I don't blame you much. Mac; this

thing is getting to be pretty binding upon
all of us. But I think you are mistaken.
in your conclusion, I mean. Hallock has
been making an inventory of material
on hand for the past week or more, and
now that I think of it, I remember havings«en your wire and the telephone sets
included in his last sheet of telegraph
Supplies."

There it goes again." said the trainmaster.sourly. "Every time I get a half
hitch on that fellow something turns up Jto make it slip. But if I hsd my way
about twenty minutes I d go and choke
him till he'd tell me what he has done |with that wire."
I.idgerwood was smiling again.
"Try to be as fair to him as you can."

he advised, good-naturedly. "I know youdislike him. and probably you have good
reasons. But have you stepped to ask
yourself what possible use he could make I
of the stolen material?"
Again McClosfcey's hat went to the

pugnacious angle. "I don't' know anythingany more: you couldn't prove it by
me what day of the week it Is. But 1
can tell you one thing. Mr. Lidgerwood"
.shaking an emphatic finger."Flemtster !has just put a complete system of wiringand telephones In his mine, and if he had
the stuff for the system shipped in over
our railroad the agent at Little Butte
doesn't know anything about it. I
asked Goodioe. by grapples!"
But even this was unconvincing to the

superintendent.
"That proves nothing against Hallock,

Mac. as you will see when you cool down
a little," he said.
"I know it doesn't," wrathfully; "nothingproves anything any more. I supposeI've got to say it again.I'm all in.

down and out." And he went away,
growling to his hat-brim.

I Ate in the evening of the same day
Benson returned from the west, coming
in on a light engine that was deadheadingfrom Red Butte to the Angels shops.
He sought out Lldgerwood at once, and
flinging himself wearily into a chair at
the superintendent's elbow, made his reportof the day's doings.
"I have and I haven't," he said, beginningin the midst of things, as his

habit was. "You were right about the
track connection at Silver switch. It is
in: Flemister put it in himself a month
iago. when he had a carload of coal taken
up to the back door of his mine."^"Did you go up over the spur?"
"Yes. and I li:»d my trouble for ray

pains. Before I go any farther. Lidgerwood.I'd like to ask you one questionranwe afTord to quarrel with Mr. PenninetonFlemister?"
"Benson. we shan't hesitate a single !

moment to quarrel with the biggest mine
o» ner or freight shipper this side of the

j CTosswater hltls if we have the right on
our side. Spread it out. What did you
find V"
Benson sank a little lower in his chair.

"The first thing 1 found was a couple of
armed guards.a pair of tough-looking
oil (sens, with guns sagging at their hips,
lounging around the Wlre-Bliver back
door. There is quite a little nest of
buildings at the old entrance to the WireSilver.and a stockade has been built to
Inclose them. The old apur runs through
a gate in the stockade and the gate was
open: but the two toughs wouldn't >et
ine go inside. I wrangled with tlicm

| first, and tried to bribe .them afterward,
I but It was tin go. Then 1 started to
' walk around the outside of the stockade,
which is only a high-board fence, ai d
they objected to that. Thereupon I told
them to go straight to blazes and walked
away down the apur, but when I got out
of sight around the first curve I took to
the timber on the b'dtte slope, and climbed
to a point from which I could look over

episode, one or tnese moves along; tne
well worn path of propinquity, with the
regulation meetings, professions and partingsas its medium. The other one permitsthe principals, eo to speak, to lock
the door on their own bodies, while the
disembodied part of each goes out to meet

NEWS AND
commendable and noteworthy. There isiri
a boldness, freshness and spontaneity a<
about it which promises much when con- in
pled with sound principles. This exhibi- A
tion was primarily for the benefit of the j tl
students of the Corcoran School who are In
working along somew hat similar lines. m

*
*

IN the loan collection of the Corcoran II
Gallery has recently been placed a

marble bust of Milton E. Ailes. jr., which
Is the work of Rudolph Evans. And an r«

excellent piece of work It is in truth. The w

little lad's childish features are beauti- P1
fully modeled with a touch both light 81
and assured. The expression is vital and w
charming, and the whole effect wonder- oj
fully engaging. Mr. Evans has succeeded ta
In infusing life Into the marble and In bi
interpreting not only the guise but the! ll<
spirit of childhood. This bust is one ci
of the latest and w ithout doubt one of, M
his best works. Mr. Evans was a Wash- u<
Ipgton boy, and the model of his Mortonmemorial, his first Important commis-
ion, was executed here. But for several *

years now he has had a studio in New I
York.

* °I
* * ui

MISS BERTHA E. PERRIE has reopenedher studio in the Art Stu- tl"
dents' League building after an absence a

of nearly four months. The early part.^of the summer Miss Perrie spent in New ot
Hampshire, the latter part at East Glou- le
cester, Mass. From both places she has ot
brought back with her many interesting la
pictures.me most interesting mm ene «

has painted for several years. Where she at

stayed in New Hampshire the country
was hilly: long vistas were closed by w
the uprising land: there were pine groves, hi
open meadows and little brooks screened W
by masses of light foliage. ft"
At Gloucester there were the picturesque "«

old wharves, the Ashing schooners and Ji
the dazzling water of the sea. All these
she painted, and with unusual strength
and feeling. Her interpretations of the
wood interiors, low tor.ed and rich in I
color, are no less true than her transcrip- J
tions of the Gloucester sailing craft seen '-*1
under the brilliant light of the open sky. of
nor are they less charming. There has bs
always been solidity in Miss Perrie's a*

work, a sound veracity which has car- of

. i -i ha
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Into Flemlster's carefully built Inclosure." 1
"Wall, what did you see?"
"Much or little, just as you happen to ai

look at it. There are half a dozen builds "i
ings in the yard, and two of them are tli
new and unpalnted. Sizing them up from
a distance. 1 said to myself that the
lumber In them hadn't been very long out
of the mill. One of them Is evidently the tli
power house: It has an Iron chimney set m
in the roof, and the power plant was run- tl
ning." "l
For a little time after Benson had Anishedhis report there was silence, and P'

Lidgerwood had added many squares to
the pencilings on his desk blotter before sc
he spoke again. ,

m
"You say two of the buildings are new: jdid you make any inquiries about recent si

lumber shipments to the Wire-Silver?" cr
"I did." said the young engineer, sob- |"b»

erly. "So far as our station records b<
show. Flemister has had no material, j >'<
save coal, shipped in over either the cast- I di
ern or the western spur for several m

months." d<
"Then you believe that lie took your bl

bridge timbers and sawed them up into
lumber?" m
"f do.as firmly as I believe that the st

sun will rise tomorrow. And tliat isn't w
all of It, Ltdgerwood. He is the man w;
who has your switch engine. As 1 have
said, the power plant was running while l.v
I was up there today. "The power is a a.t
steam engine, and if you'd stand off and w
listen to it you'd swear it was a locomotivepulling a light train up an easy hi
grade. Of course, I'm only guessing at sa

that, but I think you will agree with mo 'V
that the burden of proof lies upon Fiem- fa
later." sa

Lddgerwood was nodding slowly. "Yes. I'i
on Flemister and some others. Who are g<
the others, Benson?" m
"f have no more guesses coming, and j suI am too tired to Invent any. Suppose n*

we drop It until tomorrow. I'm afraid It
means a fight or a funeral, and 1 am not P>
quite equal to either tonight." w;
For a long time after Benson had gone "I

Lldgerwood sat staring out of his office so
window at the mast head electrics In the
railroad yard. Benson's news had merelyconfirmed his own and McC'loskey'n tli
conclusion that some one in authority H
was in collusion with the thieves who: k<
were raiding the company, Booner or la
later it must come to a grapple, and lie I I
dreaded it.

It was deep in the night when he m
closed bis desk and went to the little
room partitioned off in the rear of the R
private office as a sleeping apartment. n<
When he wa/- preparing to go to bed lie Y
notioed that the tiny relay on the stand ni
at his bed's head was silent. Afterward, tl
when lie tried to adjust the instrument, m
he found it ruined beyond repair. Some
one had connected its wiring with the fc
electric lighting circuit, and the tiny coils ti
were fused and burned into solid little tl
cvlinders of copper. j th

,T
CHAPTER IX. M
Judson's Joke.

Barton Rufford, e>:-distiller of illicit J ^!'

whisky in the Tennessee mountains, ex- j
welsher turned informer and betraying
his neighbor law-breakers to the I'nited C
States revenue officers, ex-everything,01
which made his continued stay in the ^
Cumberlanda impossible, was a man of w
distinction in the Red desert. tji
In the wider field of the west he had m

been successively a claim-jumped. a rus- di
tier of unbra ruled cattle, a telegrapii op- si
erator in collusion with a gang of train
robbers, and finally a faro "lookout".the hi
armed guard who sits at the head of the b<
gaming table in the untamed regions to hi
kill and kill quickly if a dispute arises.
Angels acknowledged his citizenship tl

Without joy. A cold-blooded murderer, j dt
with an appalling record: and a man g»
with a temper like smoking tow. an itchlugtrigger linger, the eye of a duck s«
hawk and catlike swiftness of movement,
he tyrannized the town when th« humor le
was on him; and as yet no counter-bully

tALM^I
to other. No one knows how this ex- '

rritsce.becanif it was most exciting!
nd absorbirg .might have Interfer-d with |
ip peace of the poor girl cortflped to the
sual material arts of allurement, had
ot the other woman, the psychic lady,
onchided to go "na^k home to her liusnndwhom she had left, as it turned out.
mporarily. One likes this move on her
art. for the young man of the story is a
avering. uneonvlr.eing fellow.made so.
lore than likely, by those uncanny. In.
orporeal fllttlngs of hi*. At any rare,
he story ends in hin marrying the poor!
taterial girl. and really going to work at
is grapevines, which he loathed, and
hich had suffered gr'atly by his recent
omplete absorption In the matter here set
own. This settling down to his business
what gives this book Its title and oovrsthe lids with picture* of bunches of

rapes. Maybe we are not yet ready for
ta sort of revelation.
liSflSTCU HIAHH1KV. By Marv E.
Waller, author of "The Woodcarver
of Lympu#," etc. With illustrations
hv 6. Patrick Nelson. Boston: Llttle,Brown & Co.

"To those who toll.**
The spirit of the dedication is the

NOTES 01
ed conviction: but to this she hap lately
ided a touch of pictorial interest, selectigher subjects with wise discrimination.

little later In the season it Is hoped
lat Miss Perrie will llnd it possible to
5ld an exhibition in this city of her sumicr'swork.

*
a *

, 1
JfISS ALINE SOLOMONS, who also

has a studio in the Art Students'
rague building, has likewise recently
'turned to Washington. She did not
ork during the summer, but is now

tinting a very attractive still-life
udy.a picture of a brass jar filled
1th marigolds, which stands feeside an
>en book, on a polished mahogany
ible. A piece of tapestry forms the
ic-kground, and with the color of the
jwcrs, jar and book lends decorative jlarm. It is an Interesting study, and (iss Solomons is rendering it with the

(tmost skill.
*

* * i

I'CIEN POWELL is at his summer 1
* home at Airmont, Va., and will not
»en his studio in the Tinman building
itil November 3. lie is not idle, how- i
rer. In fact, he has had more work \

tan he could execute all summer, as

result of his trip to the east. This
eek he sent off five water colors, which
id been ordered, one to California, anherto Minnesota, and the others to '

ss remote states. He lias orders for <

hers from sn art collector in Sw-itzer- i

nd, and from another in Venice. These .

e all of scenes in the Holy Land, and i
re painted, or to be painted from <

.etches made while there. Mr. Powell i
ill not dispose of his original sketches. I
jt lie proposes to exhibit them in i
ashington this autumn. He returned
om Egypt and Palestine, it will be t
imembercd, only the latter part ot <

J!
* *

'iOHN R. KEY spent the summer, or t
at leaat the greater part of it. at (

may, where he made nqmerous studies i
' the mountains. These he brouglit 1
ick with him this week, and will use
i studies for larger canvases. One | 1
' the most interesting of Mr. Key s I I

id come to chase him Into oblivion.
F*or Lldgerwood to liave earned the enItyof this man was considered equivantto ore of three things.the superlnndentwould throw up his job and 1®*V®
e Red desert, preferably by tlie first jain; or Rufford would kill him: or lie; f
ust kill Rufford. Red Butte Western
linlon was somewhat divided as to which
>rn of the triiemma the victim .of Kufrd'sdispleasure would choose, all adittlngthat, for the moment, the choice
y with the superintendent. Would Jaa>rwoodfight, or run, or sit still and be
aln? In the Angels roundhouse, on the |
cond morning following the attempt
yon Lldgerwood's life at the gate of the
awson cottage, the discussion was spired,not to say acrimonious. 1
"I'm telling you hyenas that Collars- ,
id-Cuffs ain't going to run away." in-

jsted Williams, who waa Just in from
le all-night trip to Red Butte ar.d reirn."He ain't built that way." i
lister, the roundhouse foreman, hini- |
If a man-qu>ller of no mean repute, | ,

lought differently. Lldgerwood wpuld. j
ost likely, take to the high grass and
ic tall timber. The alternative was to j 1
jack a gun" for ItufTord.an alternative

liteinconceivable to Lester when It was
^edlcated of the superintendent.

"I don't know about that," said Jud-
in. the discharged.and consequently j i

omentarily sobered.engineer of the .«l- j jHe's fooled everybody inore than once
nee he lit down In the Red desert. First
ark. everybody said he dldn t know h.s
islness. 'cause lie wore b'Ued shirts. |
does know it. -Next, you could put , ,

>ur car to the ground and hear that he
dn't l ave the sand to round up the
aveiiek R. B W. He's doing it. ljtjn't know but he might «'«n run a ,
uff on Bart Rufford. if he felt like it. ,"Come off. John!" growled the big fore-
an. "You nerin't bo afraid to tai«
iRight over here. He hit you when you
as down, and we all know you rc only
ait in' for a chance to hit back.
Judson was a red-headed man, effusive- I
good-natured when lie was in liquor. <

id a quick-tempered tighter of balt'es 1
hen he.. was not.

tt
<

"Don't you make any such mistake:" I
» snapped. "That's what McCloskey
iid when he handed me the 'good-bye.'
ou'll be one more to go round feelln'
r Mr. Lldgerwood's throat, I suppose,'
iys he. By cripes! what I said to Mac
in saying to you. Bob !,ester. I know
>od and well a-plentv when I've earned
y blue envelope. If I'd been in the'
iper's place the ^71 would have had a
w runner a long time ago!"
"Oh, hell! I say he'll chase h's feet."
tffed Hroadbent. tlie fat machinist who
as truing off the valve seats of the 1i»."i.
f Hufford doesn't make him, there's
ime others that will."
Judson flared up again.
"Who you quotln' now. Fatty? one o'
e shop 'prentices? Or maybe It's Rank
allock? Say. what's he doln' mon- |yln' round the back shop so much
tely? I'm going to stay round here till
get a chance to lick that scrub." !
Br iadbs-.it snorted Ills derision of all
ere enginemen. i

"You ra I pounders "«1 better get next to I
ankin Haliock," he warned. "He's the
?xt rup'iintei.dcnt of the K. B. W.
ou'll sec the pointment circular the
».\t day after tha* Jim-dandy over In
ic Crow's Nest gets moved off'n the
a p."
"Well. I'm some a Tea red Bart Rufird'slikely to move hltn," drawled Clay,
ic six-foot Kentuckian who was filing
it IPS's brasses at the bench. "Which
ic same I ain't rejoicln' about, neither,
hat little cuss Is shore n mighty good
kilroad man. And when you ain't rubn'bis fur the wrong way he treats you
hltej"
"For instance?" snapped Hodges, a

f.Icrhl r noinrf*'* wlin I a<] Kapii thrifp "nn

larpet'" in I.irigerwood's office for
terrunning his orders. ]
"Oh. they ain't so tlaine' hard to find." t
:ay retored. "LA«t week, when we was <
it on the Navajo wreck, me and the (
>v didn't have ro dinner buckets. Brad- i
ird was runnln' the super's car, and
hen Andy just sort o' happened to men- \
on the famine up along, the little man j
ade that Jap cook o' liis'n get us up a <
nner that'd made your hair frizzle. He
tore did."
"Why don't you go and take up for f
ni with Bart Rufford?" sneered Broad- j
snt, stopping his facing machine to set (
a new cut on the valve scat.
"Not me. I've got cold feet," laughed

te Kentuokiai:. "I'm like the little kid's
Lddy in the Sunday-school song.I ain't
>t time to die yet.got too much to do."
It was Williams' Innings, and what he s
Lid was cautionary. ,

"Dry up, you fellows; here conies Grid- '

y."
(To be continued tomorrow.) 3

JTHOTW
spirit of the book. The author embodies
the dignity of labor, tlie courage of selfsacriflceand the nobility of forgiveness
in a heroine who was "little Patti" of
vaudeville, and, after that Flibbertigihbttof an orphan asylum, before she becameAileen Armagh of the Flamsted
quarries. Plamsted itself is a small
village in Maine, with its native life centeredin the granite quarries that give
the book its name. Social and industrial
conditions are presented with forceful
simplicity, and the strong lights and shadowsof human emotions, good and bad.
are drawn vividly from models who must
have been the real men and women of
whom the author writes. A strong characterof the book is a Catholic priest,
"the heart of the quarry," who devotes
his life To humanity and gives it, at
last, for a child.
But it is the work of the quarries and

the, men who do it that makes the splendorof the story, and makes it worthy
to be dedicated to the world's gre&test
and best factors.the men and women
who toil.

OLD MOTHER WEST WIWD. By
Thornton W. Burgess. Illustrated

>
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studies is of a mountain brook. th«
high bank of which rises abruptly in
the foreground of the picture. It is
an intimate and a mature study, such
as some that Wyant made, with the utmostregard for truth and accuracy. 80
true is it that the charm of the place
Is felt, and the artist's emotion Impartedto the observer. Mr. Key also
made a very pleasing little sketch of
one of the mountain roads at sunset,
and yet another of sunrise among the
hills. Several of Mr. Key's pictures of
Washington, among them the old Key
mansion, in Georgetown, are being reproducedin color by a well known firm
of lithographers.

*

THE George Washington University
discontinued the School of Architecturethis autumn because of lack of

funds for its support, but at the request
of the students the faculty is continuing
it. Mr. A. B. Bibb, who was the dean,
and is now conducting the school, has
taken the studio once used as a classroomby the Art Students' League, and
more recently by Mr. Gerard .Barry, the

portrait painter. To it have been moved
the casts and other paraphernalia, and
here the several classes, numbering in
all more than forty students, are meeting.
In addition to the usual elementary

work this school follows the Beaux Arts
fourses, and comes directly under the
supervision or espionage of the Beaux
Arts committee on education. This
means that the work done by the studentsof this school is the same as that
lone by some of the largest schools in
the country, and that it is regularly
placed In competition with that of others.
Kor instance, a problem is given out by
the committee in New York. This is
sent to all the schools wherein this course
s followed. Preliminary sketches are
made and sent to the committee. These
ire judged and returned to be worked
jut, or "rendered."' Several weeks later
the renderings are received, placed on
exhibition and impartially judged. These
iye rated according to merit, and "mentions"are very genuinely to be coveted.
At the close of the scholastic year certainawards are made, chief among which

Is the "Prize of Paris," which gives

Frequenters
y OU KNOW." remarked the

^ M observant-looking man, as

he glanced up from the
pages of his book, "I call
a public library reading

ng room like this a silent or mum club."
lie again applied himself to the Work

tjefore him, but he was evidently not a

qualified. member for the organization
tie had named, and was subject to attacksof loquacity. As he glanced
iround the room over the tops of his
spectacles he observed:
"Over there is a man whom I have

seen, off and on. in the library for twentyyears past. Yes, I mean the individual
with the bald jiead and the crooked legs,
whose nose seems to be always giving
liim trouble and demanding attention.
There he goes.eating peppermint loz»nges.Iknow they're peppermint lozsnges.because I once smelted them. He
was always the same, that fellow. Duringthe twenty years I have mentioned
I have often discontinued my visits to
the libraries in this city.the Capitol and
the Public Library.but when I returned
to resume the old routine, as it were,
there was our friend over yonder, just as

though he were part and parcel of the
establishment. lie's bound to drop into
the reading room of either, or maybe
aoth, libraries every day.
"When tlirse library (lends. I call them
-perhaps I'm one myself.pass over, as
the spiritualists say. I believe they'll
launt these places. That reminds me.
lid you see in the paper where the readngroom of the Capitol library was actuallysaid to be haunted? f tell you,
there may be something in it.

* *

"I often amuse myself, when we have
n the reading room a representative gath-j
ering of one sort or another, in naming
the particular crowd thuis collected together.Sometimes the readers will be
all evidently fairly well-to-do, but enragedin perusing a somewhat frivolous
'lass of literature. These I call the dilettanti.Then, there's a bunch I dub the
pvi.se duffers or deep files. These are seriotmlyengaged, to all appearance, in coiccttngmaterial for practical use. or chasngsome elusive bit of information to its
lair. Hometimes I glance around and
'fc that we number several individuals
whose appearance suggests hard luck,
»nd then I say we're the club of the
down-and-out*,. I've even composed a
ballad alter the style of Kipling on the:
latter theme.
"Then. T class our memyers into two

grand divisions, which comprise all the
subclassrfieations. These two principal
jlassc's are the casuals and the regulars.
Leaving the fair frequenters of the readngrooms out of the question, T may say,
generally speaking, that the casuals are
ipt to be busy men and the regulars idle
men. I have in numbers of instances!
a'cfcerved the transition from a casual to
i regular and vice versa. I htfve seen a
asual dropping in at odd times, and I
instinctively surmised that he was place-
hunting. At iirst there w as some hope
and briskness in hfri manner, and lie
it'Onlrl of r-lftfK* Pt'Al'V UAH* anH
v> uuiu « * i
then anxiously. Then he got limper and
limper. and his stays in the reading room
grew longer, and he seemed to devote
himself more to his book or magazine.
evidently selected initially for the purpose
>f killing time.and less to the eloclt. He
grew eareltus in his attire, and finally.
lie became a regular.
"Sometimes I have lost sight of a regular,to see him show up again in the eveningoccasionally or on a holiday, with

quite a smart and swagger air in comparisonwith his previous listlessness.
Perhgpw, however, he would lose his job
md become a regular again. All these
ncidents in life's changing phantasmajoriaare to be seen by a regular frequenterof a reading room like uijself.

*

"Ordinarily, the regular is a solitary and
silent individual like myself" (the speaker'
seemed strangely oblivious to his loquatiousness),"but there are exception*.
Sow, observe those two individuate over

v

by George Kerr. Boston: Little
Brown &. Co.

There may be naturalists too narrowmindedto accept Grandfather Frog's explanationas to why he has no tail, 01
Jinimie Skunk'B ancestral reason foi
wearing ^tripes. but naturalists do not
know everything. As a helpful guide t<
knowledge they should read about Olc
Mother West Wind and her bagful o1
Merry Breezes, and of the wonderfu
times they have in the Green Meadow
and under the Great Pine on the hill

j The meadow ts a playground for all th<
little animal creatures of the woods ant

fields, but the Great Pine is a trtbuna
where Old Mother West Wind dispense:
justice in odd times when she isn't turn

ling mills or blowing ships to sea. Georg<
Kerr must have played with the Merri
Breezes in the Green Meadow , for ho?
else could he have made such exact pic
tures of Peier Rabbit and Joe Otter ant
or jonnnv i nucK. ana or tntt desr. in
dustrlous Mn. Trout, as she started ou
to get some nice, plump flies for dinner?

'
BY RRBP AYD TRAIL* Boh I .each*

Alreatarei la Florida. By Fiahe
Ames. Jr. Illustrated by Charle

i Livingston Bull. New York: Charle
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. three years' study in that city at thtI Eeole dos Beaux Arts and an annual
stipend of 91,000. As architecture is th*

' backbone of all art. it seems more than
urgent that the local school, which has
already attained excellent standing
among the schools of this country, should
be continued and strengthened.

sjc
* +

TX London this week a most important
* meeting has been held, an internation!al town-planning conference. Delegatei
have been sent from all ..nations, and tin
Royal Academy has lent its galleries at
Burlington House for the exhibitions ot
drawings and models. By request of th«
English committee, thirty-two of tin
great water-color drawings made bj
Guerin. Campbell and others illustrating
the park commission's plan tor the future
development of Washington were sent tc
this exhibition, as were also certain drawingsof proposed improvements In Chicago.St. Paul and Nora- York whirl
found their inception in the Washingtor
plan. Two Americans only were among
the speakers.Daniel H. Burnham. chairmanof the lately appointed art commission,and Charles Mulford Robinson
a well known writer on civic improvement.Mr. Burnham's subject wa<
"Cities of the Future."

m
-A. U.

! *T»IIE night classes at the Corcorai
j * School will reopen Monday. These
arc purposed especially for men and boys
who are occupied during the day. Rich
ard X. Brooke is the instructor in charge

| bu| during his absence Mr. Mcsser wil
take his place.

* *
inn HE American Civic Association, bej* lieving Washington to be a strategic
i point, moved its offices last winter to this
city, and now it has announced its nex

! annual convention to be held here in De
; cembcr. The dates are the 14th, 13tli anc

j Itfth. and follow closely upon the opening
of the Corcoran Gallery's exhibition. Tlu

j Civic Association's last convention wai
I held in Cincinnati a year ago, and brough

of Public Rea
there. T call them Damon and Pythias.
They are actually inseparable. If one
should shorn* up without the other, you
may be sure it will be only for a few
minutes. They are regulars, and have
been for as far back as I can remember.
The especially hard-featured man has, it
seems to me, a face like a medieval Italian.and, although they may be relations,
there is certainly no similarity of persona]
appearance between them I haveencounteredthem often in other public
places.museums, art exhibitions and the
like.and they wero always together.
"Our friend yonder, with his back towardus, lias a thick head of hair in coo]

weather, while he is quite bald in summer.Yes. the reason for the transformationis quite plain, indeed, he wears a wig
I believe this circumstance led to the unIdoing of a friendship which 'Wiggy'.i
call him thus, trusting it is not too disrespectful.formedwith another elderly Injdividual some time ago. The latter genItleman, who was himself quite bald, but
who sported a beard of noble propor|tlons, was also near-sighted, insomuch
that, while engaged in reading, the tor
of his nose almost grazed the printed
page. He had spoken with his friend ol
the wig, had turned again to his book,
but soon lifted his head to make a remark.It was a very warm day, and the
gentleman with the wig had, in tlie brief
Interim between their conversation, removedhis artificial head covering. What
was the amazement of the other when he
beheld his vis-a-vis so strangely and ^udIdently transformed! I never saw a man

. evince astonishment so strongly. He
starter] in Ills chair, and almost fell over
backward. Then I noticed the posses!sor of the wig hold that article up in an

explanatory, though rather shamefaced
way. and evidently proceed to explain the
metamorphosis, while the expression o(
the other gradually altered from its spasmodiccharacter to one, 1 fancied, of
some anger and pique, as though he did
not ^elish being startled in that manner,
wig or no wig.

«

"The weather being changeable at the
time, the owner of the deceptive cranial
appendage would sometimes wear it,
while, again, he would discard it. accordIIng to the atmospheric conditions. This
manifestly puzzled his reading-room aeIquaintance, and finally exasperated him,
inasmuch as he was observed to actually
avoid the man of the wig. Such is the
transient nature of all sublunary things.
"Sometimes I have observed what I be;lieved to be very pathetic occurrences in

a reading room. On one occasion, for exiample. I was sitting near an elderly ladv
of very meager aspect and attire, when I.
in company with others inr the vicinity,
w«'s startled to hear a groan followed by
a heavy thud. Tiie unfortunate woman
had fallen to the floor, and, as I helped to
raise her up. I was afraid she was dead.
But she soon revived, and refused all
pi ofTcred assistance to ner place or residence.Clearly, thought I, a case of destitutionot' the mc«t acute character, and
of a pride which refused assistance and
even shrunk at any knowledge on the part
of others of the lamentable state ot
things. What was my surprise shortly
afterward to see this lady walking along
the street well, not to say somewhat gayly
attired, as her bonnet or hat was adorned
with ribbons of bright hue.
"One winter's night a man in a huge

overcoat and stiff, liigh-crowned hat
rather the worse fdV wear, seated himself
near me. and a number of books were

brought him. The volumes were of huge
size, and when piled up on the desk in
front of him they completely hid the man
from view of any one in front. From the
recesses of his big hat this singular specimenof the casuals.for I never saw him
again, and conclude that he belonged to
that classification.drew out three eggs,
the contents of which he absorbed in a
manner which indicated that they were
raw. The eggs had evidently been kept
from breaking by being imbedded In a
huge handkerchief, which played a useful
pari In the gastronomic performance I
have described. After lhe al fresco meal
the man laid his head on the edge of the
dtsk, behind his pile of books, which he
never touched, and went sound asleep.
His slumbers continued until the closing
of the room for the night, when, being
awakened by an attendant," he took his
departure.

*

"One would thtnk, perhaps, that a

<T j
,! Scribner's Son?. Washington: Brentano's.

Sportsman and naturalist will alike find

j/thrills of exfit^mfnt in the adventures
. with whi ti this book abounds. Bob

t j Leach is only a boy. but he develops a

> man's courage and certainly a man's
I experience In his encounters with mighty
f marine monsters off the Florida <-oast.

I The giant ray, for Instance: "Oiarging
f furiously, it sprang clear of the water.

outspread like a gigantic bat. Its rnoc

» motis mouth distended and it? two great
j fleshy fins flapping. As Bob and the
1 professor sprang overboard the rav fell
p upon the launch, smothering it and hrat_ing its broken timbers under water."
p

> which is merely a hint of a« exciting a

fish story as any Walton would want to

j. read. There is a. ride under the waves
on the back of a huge turtle, that "went

j down with a rush that tore white streaks
Okiii»Ii lha I'lltr ' and hv WSV Of V*-

I rietv Bob's Mpfrtenrp* as deputy wardenIn pursuit of unlawful hunters of
egret plumes and wild turkeys. As a

climax there is a hunt for pirates' gold
r, buried on a deserted isand. in which
sj Bob and his boy chum and two desperas1does.but that would be telling.

4

I {together many notable persons interested
I In the advancement of its art and in civic

betterment. Bringing these people to
i Washington is another step tow ard estabslishing it ae an srt center.

a
I a

IT is not generally known that the L'nited
States forest service is sending out

i "traveling exhibitions." or. more properly.
L

a traveling exhibition. This consists of
forty-four photographs mounted on eleven

[ folders, which illustratf the work and
! aims of the bureau of forestry. Pictures
^ are given of the forests in various parts
r of the United States and of the various
; use6 to which they are put. They are
, admirably chosen, plctorially interesting.

and in not a few instances genuinely
artistic. This exhibition Is sent to public
schools and libraries, and. though but
lately assembled, has traveled far.

l

A BRIEF description and several very
handsome pictures of the fountain

designed and executed by Mrs. Harry
Payne Whitney for the International Bu,reau of American Republics are given in
the October issue of the International

i Studio. This is a peculiarly interesting
'' work and one which should be reckoned
among the art treasures of the city. It
is not only intrinsically meritorious, but
especially adapted to its place.

*
* *

VG. FISCHER, who lias been abroad
all summer, is expected to return to!morrow. He is bringing with him, it is

1 understood, some very fine works of art,
J paintings and art objects.. In the V. G.
Fischer galleries an Interesting collection
of drawings by the old masters is now on

' view.

5'
t IMIIi. MAX WETL lias reopened his stu-dio on H street, but is still spending
I much of ills time in the country sketcliIing. Mr. Weyl has built a studio for him^self just outside the city on tthe 7th street
s road extended, and has painted there all
t summer. LEILA MECHLIN*.

ding Rooms.
'regular' frequenter of a reading room

f would grow tired of such occupation,
or relaxation. I don't think that, as a

' rule, he is a student along any par>ticular line, as the casual is apt to be.
He just browses around, and you are
more likely to see him engaged in read-ing a magazine or illustrated paper
than a work of science or philosophy.I There are exceptions, to be sure. That
young man with the intellectual head is
apparently 'swallowing* the dictionary.

! to use the vernacular phrase. At all
events, that ponderous tome in front
of him is a dictionary of the EnglishI language, and that he is a* foreigner I

' know from hearing him speak. He is
' | apparently taking this method for
acquiring a knowledge of the native
tongue.
"The fascinated absorption with

" which some persons peruse the news'
papers in the periodical reading room

' of the library of Congress is remark:able: also, it is likely to render one
somewhat impatient when he is waiting
his turn for a view of the journal in

' order to find some special article. I
; have seen readers who. after apparentlydevouring every word, not in a
' voracious or hungry manner, but like
a cowVhewing the cud. then started to

J read the pages backward. This may
not have actually been the case: 1
merely state my impression while
awaiting my turn for a glance at the
periodical."

Poetic Justice.
rwas in one of those cafes patronized

principally by women, where, when a
' man inadvertently strays thereinto he feels
something like the way a woman must
feel when her back hair falls off as she's
strolling along the Avenue during the
rush hours. He was all the way in beforehe saw where he was, and he decided
to stick, rather than run the gantlet of

...I.. -
a D*-Ut KZ VI paw f VI iriimiUiC t:d lit

escaping. So he sat down, drew his feet
I as far under the chair as possible and
gave his order to a giggly waitress who
seemed to be having a lot of fun about
something.
As he was finishing his soup an elderly

dame.one of the kind whose mouth
draws down severely at the corners and
who looks at you through a lorgnette as

though she was examining a specimentookthe chair opposite. 8he picked up
the menu card, raised her lorgnette and

| studied the young man over the top of
j the card, her expression saying, as plainlyas words, "Now, who lefi the door
open so he could- get In here?" With
bowed head he busied himself with his
soup, tilting his plate for the final spooniful.
The elderly dame, rapped on the table

j with the handle of her spoon, and remark-'
ted. In tones of chilling displeasure:'J "Young man. don't you know that it is,
the height of bad form to tilt your soup

i plate that way?"
He gasped, turned a deep salmon pink

and stammered his excuse.his lntentness
upon capturing a last bit of noodle.very
sorry.beg a thousand pardons.etc., etc.
And. as the remainder of his lunch was
on the table, he decided to brave It out
and finish. Little did lie know how the
gods were working for him. and how he
was to be, in a few brief minutes, an in-
strument of perfect poetic justice.

rrai t j j.
inc eiucuy uunc was eaur.g ner rows.|the crisp, crusty, pocketbook sort, you

know.while waiting: for her lunch.
Breaking off a particularly brittle bit and
bending it so as to put a bit of butter
within, the morsel slipped from her
fingers, and the spring of it carried it
across the table, where it struck with a
"ping" squarely in the middle of the
young man's plate. Was ha quick-wittedenough to take advantage of the
situation? Well, was he:
Straightening in his chair and asSlimingan air of outraged dignity, he said.

In absolutely frigid accents:
"Madame, you reproved tne a moment

ago for the manner In which I took my
soup. Do you think It Is any worse form
to tip one's soup plate a trifle than it is to
throw bread across the table, in a public
cafe, at a perfect stranger?"
The elderly dame looked, glared, gasped,spluttered and at last flounced out

of her chair and out of the room, oozing
rage with every rustle of her black silken
gown, while the giggly waitress, who had
seen and heard It alt. fled- to the kitchen
and didn't come back for five minutes.
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